It was still dark outside when Lincoln felt something crash on his bed like a meteor and send him flying upwards. The feeling of being suspended in the air made the sleepy boy jolt awake as he landed back on the mattress. He rubbed his eyes and saw Lynn sitting on the edge, football in hand.

“Haha, Lincoln, you’re way too easy to bounce. How are you going to be a football player when you’re so light?” Lincoln was too tired to argue about how he had no interest in playing football. Instead he sat up and sighed.

“What time is it?” he yawned.

“Time for you to get your butt out of bed and be my quarterback! You said yesterday that you would!”

Lincoln couldn’t argue with that. He did say the day before that he would be Lynn’s quarterback. But he couldn’t throw a football to save his life. And God forbid she get physical with him.

“I don’t know, Lynn, what’s in it for me?”

Lynn smiled and placed her hand on his cheek, pulling him into a kiss. Her warm lips pressing against his made him blush, and the fact that her other hand was placed in between his legs next to his Lincoln Log made it all the more intense. It only lasted for a few seconds, but it felt like time slowed down. She pulled away and looked him in the eyes.

“Awake now?”

Lincoln smiled. “Yeah, I think that did the trick.”

“Good. Well, I’m itching to get a sweat going, so hurry up and get dressed!”

Lynn promptly jumped off of Lincoln’s bed and rushed out of his room, leaving Lincoln surrounded by silence. He scraped himself off of his bed and began to put on his jeans and orange polo. He couldn’t help but think why he was doing this. Did he really enjoy the kiss yesterday that much? Maybe, but even then, it wasn’t like Lynn was going to kiss him again like that. Or maybe she would, she just did after all. Why did he crave such an intimate relationship with his own sister? If his parents ever found out, they’d both be in counseling for years. And that was just for kissing. Lincoln thought about how his penis had gotten slightly erect as Lynn kissed him on the bed, and he entertained thoughts about pulling her down into him and getting it on. He was deep in thought when he heard Lynn calling for him, so he finished getting dressed and ran downstairs.

It was slightly cold out that particular morning, and it was still mostly dark, but Lincoln figured that he’d forget about the cold once Lynn put him to work. Still, he questioned what he was doing out there so early, and decided the only way to get clearance on the issue was to ask Lynn.

“Hey Lynn, do you like me?” he asked.

“What do you mean? You’re my little bro, of course I do!”

“No, I mean, do you like me as, you know, more than your brother?”

Lynn stopped walking and looked at the ground. She rubbed her arm and was silent. Finally, she looked up to Lincoln, her face redder than a fire truck.

“Lincoln, if I said that I did, you wouldn’t tell anyone, would you?”

Lincoln was surprised by this; he didn’t expect her to be so blunt.

“Of course not, Lynn. I wouldn’t do anything to get me or you in trouble.”

“Good. It’s just that. . . I feel like I have a different relationship with you, Lincoln, then I do with our sisters. You’re more approachable than most of them, you’re much more fun to do stuff with, and you’re always more reliable than them. Beyond that, though, I always feel different when we’re together. Like, I just feel really tingly inside and it feels good. I know that sounds stupid, but that’s how it is.”

Lynn’s face was red the entire time she had said this. It was rare to see such a spritely young girl embarrassed like that, but Lincoln thought it refreshing. It showed that Lynn, behind her aggressive exterior and rough n tough nature, was a loving girl on the inside. He walked over to Lynn and hugged her, something she didn’t expect at first, but quickly returned the embrace.

“I know I’m your younger brother, Lynn,” he whispered into her ear. “But I’m always going to be here for you. If you’re not happy, I’m not happy. So whatever you need, tell me, I’ll do it. I’ll do it for someone I love.” He tried to put emphasis on the word love, but it didn’t really come out the way he wanted it to. Regardless, Lynn got the message and Lincoln saw her wipe tears from her eyes as they let go of each other.

“Thanks Lincoln, I needed to hear that. Now come on, I’ll race you to the park!” In true Lynn fashion, she had quickly gone from emotional back to her sporty self. Lincoln smiled and began jogging behind Lynn, who had sprinted so fast that she was soon out of sight. By the time he reached the park, he was out of breath and Lynn was tapping her foot impatiently.

“Wow dude, you’re so slow! I could have run to the end zone and back in the time it took you to get here!”

Lincoln couldn’t respond. He was too busy trying to catch his breath.

“Well, good news is that all you have to do is stand right here and toss the ol’ pigskin to me as I run downfield. Hope you’ve been pumping some iron!”

Lynn tossed the football to Lincoln who juggled it clumsily before it came to rest in his arms. Before he knew it, Lynn was running downfield at breakneck speed. Lincoln hardly had any experience with football, let alone throwing the oddly shaped ball. He thought about the times he and his dad had watched football on TV, and tried to imitate the way the quarterback would throw the ball. He pulled his hand back and threw the football forward with all of his strength. It traveled in a wobbly arc before falling down not far from where he stood.

“Oh man, Lynn’s gonna give me an earful,” he whispered to himself.

Downfield, Lynn had seen the embarrassingly weak throw and made some kind of gesture in displeasure. She began running back to him even faster then she had run down the field. Lincoln wondered how she didn’t slip on the slick wet grass.

“What was that, dude?” she asked as she scooped the ball up and ran up to Lincoln.

“You know I’m not good at this,” he protested. Lynn ignored him.

“Look, see these laces on the top? Put your ring finger and pinky there and your other two fingers closer to the end of the ball, and have your thumb on the bottom, like you’re drinking from a cup.”

Lincoln awkwardly worked his fingers into the position she told him to. It didn’t feel like he had a good grip on the ball, but if he said so she would go on a rant about proper technique.

“Also, don’t throw the ball so late, try to release it as you bring it up.”

With that, Lynn began running down the field again. Lincoln didn’t want her to get angry with him for not throwing it right again, so he took a deep breath and reared his arm back. He released the ball earlier this time, and it wobbled less in the air, but it still didn’t travel as far as Lynn would have liked, and it landed very far away from her. Again, she shook her head and ran the ball back to Lincoln.

“Maybe I should be the quarterback this time,” she said as she jogged back to Lincoln. She was in such good shape that all the running didn’t tire her out like it did to Lincoln. He was slightly jealous.

“Yeah, that’s probably a good idea,” Lincoln said. He started walking away from Lynn, but then he turned back to her.

“Why are we even practicing football anyway? Girls can’t play football.”

“Maybe so, but it’s a great workout anyway. Plus, all the throwing and running helps for other sports like softball. And for your information, I could play football if I wanted, even with the boys.”

Lincoln didn’t doubt it. Lynn was tougher than many of the boys from school, and put in twice the work they did. He started jogging at a fair pace away from Lynn, glancing back occasionally to see if she had thrown the ball. The first couple of times he looked back, she was still there, ball in hand. When he was nearly to the end of the field, he looked back and saw that Lynn no longer had the ball. He looked up and saw a dark speck against the grey sky hurdling toward him. Fortunately, Lynn had thrown with such accuracy that he hardly needed to move to be in position. But how was he supposed to catch the ball? It wasn’t round like any other ball, so he couldn’t just clap his hands and get it. Or could he? He didn’t have much time to think, because the ball was coming right at him. Instinctively, he put his hands up and was able to get them around the ball, but it came with so much speed and force that it slipped through his hands and hit him on the nose like a speeding bullet. Lincoln fell down into the grass and looked up at the sky. He could feel blood starting to drip from his nostrils.

“Oh man,” he whispered to himself.

“Linc! You okay dude?” Lynn came running over and pulled him to his feet. He felt more blood rushing out of his nose and reared his head back to prevent it from dripping.

“I think I have a bloody nose,” he said.

“Really? I threw it that hard? Wow, I am a good quarterback!” Lynn noticed the unamused expression of Lincoln. “Oh, yeah, sorry.” She walked him over to a bench next to the walking path that ran through the park. They sat down together, with Lincoln still looking up at the grey clouds that filled the morning sky. Maybe it will rain today, he thought.

“Just keep your head back until it stops,” Lynn said.

“That might be a while. You really got me good.”

“Guess you and balls don’t really get along, huh?”

“You could say that. I think this hurt more than when Ronnie Anne pegged me with that dodgeball during gym.”

Lincoln, still looking up, didn’t see his sister grind her teeth and furrow her brow. 

“Ronnie Anne. . .” she said angrily.

“Something wrong with her?” Lincoln asked.

“Yeah, a lot of things, actually.”

“Such as?”

“I guess I could start with the obvious and say that she’s a massive bitch.”

“Lynn!”

“It’s true, Lincoln, and you know it! Nobody who truly likes someone would treat them the way she treats you. If she has to hide her feelings behind violence and anger, then she’s not worth having.”

“But don’t you do the same thing, only with sports?” 

Lynn wasn’t expecting this. She felt tears well up in her eyes and she buried her face in her arm. Lincoln, whose nosebleed had stopped by now, saw this and realized he had said the wrong thing. He scooted next to her and put his arm around her shoulder.

“Lynn, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it that way.” Lynn shook her head.

“It’s not what you said, Lincoln. It’s true, I do hide my feelings behind sports. It’s the fact that you and Ronnie Anne are able to mesh so well, despite how she treats you, and it makes me feel like I’m doing something wrong as your sister, as someone who loves you.”

Lincoln had to choose his next words carefully.

“Listen, I know Ronnie Anne and I have a . . . strange relationship. But trust me, Lynn, none of that takes away from the time I spend with you. I’m closer to you than any one of our other sisters, and family always comes first. There’s a million Ronnie Anne’s out there, but I know for a fact that there’s only one Lynn Loud. And for me to be able to call her my sister, well, that makes me the luckiest guy in the world.”

Lynn stopped sobbing and looked into Lincoln’s eyes, and the way he stared back made her know that his words were from the heart. Unaware that she had slouched and was now looking up at him, Lynn slowly felt herself moving in for a kiss. Lincoln too found himself being pulled into his sister’s gravitational pull. When their lips met, it was an experience unlike any other. For Lynn, it was comforting, the most comforting thing she had felt in a long, long time. For Lincoln, it was an affirmation that no matter what, Lynn was always going to love him. 

During this moment, Lincoln subconsciously let his hand creep up to Lynn’s chest. There wasn’t much there, but Lincoln could feel her erect nipples through her shirt. He rubbed them a bit, causing Lynn to let out a slight moan. Lincoln’s penis was just getting erect when he realized that they were out in the open on a bench, and pulled away from his sister to see if anyone was around. The coast was clear, although they couldn’t take chances.

“Lynn, we can’t do this here.”

“No, but I know a place we can.” 

She grabbed his hand and gently led him to an empty playground. They climbed a small flight of stairs before arriving at a big plastic tunnel that bridged two pieces of playground equipment together. There was ample room inside, especially considering it was for little kids, but Lincoln had his doubts. 

“Are you sure?” he said.

“Don’t worry, the earliest I’ve ever seen kids here is like 8:30. That’s almost two hours from now.”

Lincoln still wasn’t convinced, but his Lincoln Log was raging and all he could think about was his sister. He dove into the tunnel and quickly undressed. Lynn did the same and quickly cozied up next to Lincoln. She was twirling her panties in one hand.

“Here, these are nice and sweaty. Do whatever you want with them.”

Lincoln wasted no time in grabbing them out of her hand and pushing them against his nose. The smell was erotic; it had a very feminine musk to it, with bits of fabric freshener mixed in, and it made Lincoln all the harder as he explored every inch of it with his nose. 

“Lean back, Linc,” he heard Lynn say. He obeyed and felt his head rest against her soft hand. He was then taken aback as she viciously grabbed his erection and began slowly working up and down the shaft with her hand. It made his toes curl as the warmth of his sister’s hand engulfed his manhood. He began to lick the wet stain on the panties as he draped the rest over his eyes and nose. He was in heaven. Soon, he was hit with a new sensation of pleasure. He moved the panties from his eyes and saw Lynn gently sucking on his right nipple. Her pussy was gushing, and she let go of his cock and began rubbing her swollen clit against his leg. The feeling of her wet pussy moving up and down on him made him go wild. He couldn’t take it anymore. He gently pushed Lynn off and got on his knees as Lynn rolled onto her back and spread her legs.

“Lincoln, I’ve never done this before, so please, be gentle.”

Lincoln nodded and rubbed the tip of his throbbing cock against her swollen lips. She began to moan softly.

“Okay, Lynn, are you ready?”

She nodded and Lincoln began to push his cock deep inside of his sister. Her tightness surprised him, and he hesitated for a moment. Lynn cried out as he pushed the rest of his girth inside of her, quickly grabbing his back and leaving claw marks with her nails.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“Y-yeah, go ahead and m-move,” she replied.

Lincoln slowly began to thrust in and out of Lynn. Despite the tightness of her pussy, Lincoln was able to move in and out with relative ease. He tried to go slow at first, but the contours and warmth of his sister were too much to bear, and he began to thrust faster and faster.

“Ah! Linc, th-that’s it!” Lynn moaned.

With her sign of approval, Lincoln began to move faster and faster, the slapping noises becoming louder and louder. Lynn’s moans were growing steadily louder as well, and in fear of being heard, Lincoln put his face to hers and began assaulting her mouth like he was doing to her pussy. He pushed his tongue inside of her mouth and began exploring every crevice. She bit down on it slightly, which excited him even more as he pounded her harder. He tried to match the thrusts of his cock with the thrusts of his tongue. By this point, Lynn had melted into total submission. She lay in ecstasy as her younger brother ravaged her wet pussy. 

“Lincoln,” she said through his kiss.

“Y-yeah?”

“I’m gonna cum,” she said.

“Me t-too,” he moaned. He could barely get his words out.

“I want you to cum inside me,” Lynn said. “Show me how much you love me.”

At any other moment, Lincoln would have argued with her. But in the heat of the moment, all he could do was give in to his sister. Before he knew it, he could feel his hot cum shooting from the tip of his cock and filling the inside of his sister. As he pulled out, a lewd mix of his cum and his sister’s pussy juice came out of her pussy and dripped onto the plastic of the tunnel. 

“That was the best workout ever Lincoln. I love you,” Lynn said as she sat up and kissed her brother on the cheek.

“I won’t argue with you there,” he said. He would have liked to lounge around for a bit afterwards, but he could see the sun coming out and the park would become busy soon. The two got dressed and left behind a sticky mess of cum inside of the tunnel.

The two took each other’s hand as they walked back home in the early morning light. People were just starting to wake up in the neighborhood, but Lincoln and Lynn felt more alive than ever.

“So where do we go from here?” Lincoln asked.

“What do you mean?” Lynn replied.

“With our relationship. I mean, we can’t tell anyone.”

Lynn stopped walking and hugged her brother, stroking his soft white hair before finally whispering into his ear:

“I guess it will just have to be our little secret then. After all, isn’t love a little more exciting when it’s forbidden?”

Lincoln smiled. He was so caught up in his love for Lynn that he had forgotten she was his sister. “Yeah, I’d say you’re right.”

“Well then, here’s where we go from here. The person I love the most is going to walk me home, and then we’re gonna have coffee together, just like yesterday, and then we’re gonna decide what kinds of fun workouts we can do from now on, if you know what I mean.”

“I like that plan,” Lincoln said. He took Lynn’s hand and the two walked back to the house they had left as siblings, but returned to as lovers.